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OSMAN AND EMINEH : 

AN ORIENTAL STORY. 

INTRODUCTION. 

The following is founded on that fact of Egyptian 
history, the enterprise of Mehemet Ali against the 
Wahabees. 

* This powerful sect was founded by Sheikh Abd-eU 
Waham in the middle of the last century, and was to 
Mahometanism very much what Puritanism was to 
the English Church. It also called thfe sword to the 
assistance of its faith, and took possession of the holy 
cities of Mecca and Medina in 1810. Encouraged by 
their successes, these Puritans of the desert next turned 
their power to practical and profitable purposes, " se- 
questering " with impartial zeal the caravans of pious 

B 
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2 0SMA1ST AND EMINEH. 

pilgrims and mammon merchants until they had ac- 
quired immense wealth and rendered themselves 
independent masters of the Hejaz.' 

To enhance m the interest of the poem the writer 
has sent Mehemet Ali himself against the Wahabees, 
whereas the campaign was entrusted to Ibraheem 
Pasha, his adopted son. 

It must also be remembered that the slaughter of 
the Mamelukes took place in 1811, when they were 
massacred almost to a man ; the writer assigns it a . 
later date in order to be able to introduce this line of 
warriors in the piece. 

Derey'eeyah, in Nejed (the Highlands of Arabia), 
and head-quarters of the Ebn-Sa'ood line (the rulers 
of the Wahabee dynasty), was bombarded, and 'Abd- 
Allah, the representative of the line, taken prisoner 
and sent to Constantinople, where he was put to 
death on his arrival. 

To avoid constantly referring to the works from 
which some of the notes have been taken it may be 
as well to name them here — Palgrave's most in- 
teresting and instructive work on Arabia, and War- 
burton's i Crescent and Cross.' 
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i. 

There is a sound of revelry and mirth 
In El-Kehireh's marble halls, and flowers 
Are blushing in that loveliness which earth 
May sometimes win e'en from its fallen bow'rs ; 
The moon her vestal light in many a smile 
Bends o'er the flowing music of the Nile, 
And festive lamps (whose radiancy is hung 
Above its waves, the palace groves among) 
Flash meteor glances where it wanders past 
Like some fair fleeting dream that may not last : 
For Meh'met Ali — he whose deeds of fame 
And blood, alike the fiercest recreants tame, 
Who wins his followers with a glance or word 
And binds their restless spirits by his sword — 
He 'tis who pledges, while the hour is bright, 
Alike his friends and secret foes to-night 
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i Fill to the brim ! To-night, my friends, we sup 

And drain the ruby treasures of the cup ; 

To-morrow finds us where the vilest, worst 

Of curses all shall be a 'suageless thirst, 

Far o'er the plain, yon recreant tribes to teach 

How keen our sword, how far our arm may reach, 

Till every desert rebel crouch in fear 

Beneath our frown to yield up bow and spear. 

And then for slaughter ! How those sands will suck 

The gory streams by which we count our luck ! 

Well strew the meaner prey for vultures' meals 

And drag the richer booty at our heels 

In triumph back to El-Kehireh's walls 

To flaunt our victfry and adorn our halls ! 

Go, Jawhar, of our swords the edges test, 

And mind they look, and mind they fed their best ; 

And thou, black Hafed, to the hareem fly, 

And let them know its lord is drawing nigh, 

While ye my friends, my presence shall excuse, 

Since I must speed to bid some last adieus. 

Fill the rich Shiraz sparkling to the brim 

And pledge your leader by your love for him ! ' 

They rise, and to their lips and brows they press 

The ready hand in token of caress — 
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While Ali bends around a smile whose mood 
Bespeaks scant warmth, forbodes but little good — 
And raising high their goblets touch the rim 
And swear to live, to fight, to die, with him. 



11. 

In drowsy beauty young Emineh lies, 

The sweet lids closing o'er her dark blue eyes, 

'Mongst billowy cushions leaving the impress 

Of all her form's young supple loveliness ; 

Upon her brow a bright-hued turban bound, 

With many a gem from far Golconda crown'd ; 

The subtle folds of her light silken vest 

Just part to meet above her snowy breast, 

And lend but half the beauty there comprest 

Such is the maid whose rare Circassian charms 

Have doomed her to Mehemet All's arms — 

The fairest in his home of beauty seen, 

The very spirit of his wide hareem ; 

Nor born within the limits of that cage, 

But thither led by one long pilgrimage 

Of hardships, till the dealers won their goal 

And Meh'met's wealth had bound her, life and soul. 
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When first within the hareem's walls confin'd 

Her spirit for free nature's voices pin'd ; 

The winds of home, the music of her streams, 

Swept in their chainless freedom through her dreams ; 

And oft she started from her couch to dip 

In Terek's waves of light a yearning lip, 

And woke in smiles; — to find the stream had wan'd 

And she alone in fetters still remained. . . . 

But soon her faultless cheek the shadows caught 

Which swept her panting soul in every thought, 

And languid grew the brow, and faint the smile, 

Which Meh'met Ali's tedium should beguile, 

Till he, (rebellious that so dear a prize 

Should lose its lustre thus beneath his eyes,) 

Had (to her pleadings for a freer sight 

Of the blue heavVs illimitable light) 

Assign'd a bow'r apart from all the rest, 

Where she might deem her calm existence blest ; 

For 'neath the casement (if its fence was high) 

The Nile's clear waves in sunshine wandeiM by, 

And the pure stars of night from realms above 

Shone o'er the captive with their gleams of love. 

Thus safely guarded — for the lattice gave 

Its shadow to the deeply swelling wave— 
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On one hand circled by the eddying tide 

The hareem stretching on the other side, 

As surely sever'd from all ills she dwelt 

As bars could keep her; so Mehemet felt, 

Nor deem'd her faithless who could glance and speak 

With love-lit eye and Truth's own artless cheek. 

And then the freer air and wider range 

For pining vision wrought their subtle change 

Within her spirit, and her blue eyes shone 

With quicken'd light, as though their rays upon 

Some beams from the Circassian sun had stray'd 

To wake new beauty in its exiFd maid ; 

And Ali, gazing on the dawning wiles 

Unfolding in the captive's gentle smiles, 

Bless'd Allah for the mercy thus return'd 

And that her prayer by him had not been spurn'd. 

He little knew those smiles as pure as heav'n 

Were ofter to another's fervour given — 

One who was risking life and liberty 

With all their sweets, to win a woman's eye, 

Who scaled in stealth her lattice when the wave 

Rock'd to the sighs the midnight breezes gave, 

And left the casement only when the skies 

Flush'd in the amber dawn's transparent dyes. 
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No fitful passion this, which held its sway 

O'er Osman's heart ; for since that fatal day 

When by the murmur of Circassian streams 

The maid had glanc'd like music through his 

dreams, 
He had forsworn all airy hopes of bliss 
Which fame should bring him and had turn'd to this, 
And vow'd the deeds once promis'd to his sword 
Should win their lustre from a woman's word. 
Had it been spoken ? did she turn to bless 
A soul's first sunshine with her tenderness ? 
He knew not — twice they met, and met no more ; 
And she was gone — a captive from that shore, 
Unknown to him. Oh i when the tidings came 
Full many a sun had sunk in wreaths of flame, 
Two waned moons heavVs glorious heights had 

spann'd 
To light the robbers* pathway o'er the land ; 
But, undisma/d, he to his saddle sprung 
And sought their steps th' Arabian sands among, 
Just pausing at some desert well to dip 
In its cool depth a burning brow and lip, 
Then dashing onwards as though life and death 
Hung on his steed's unflinching limb and breath, 
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Nor wan'd his hopes, till El-Kehireh's tow'rs 
Rose in their splendour from her date-palm bow'rs, 
And he o'ertook the band he had pursued 
And track'd through many a night of solitude, 
To find her not — the guiding star which shone 
To lure him in pursuit and peril on ... . 
Gone — (whence no deed of valour might recall,) 
With her young charms a conq'ror to enthrall— 
Gone — with perchance a soul's deep yearnings pent- 
Forever to a blank imprisonment, 
With all the subtle wiles of step and tone* 
To dwell where they must vanish one by one, 
Unless a fate which had been harsh to him 
Should come and with one blighting shadow dim 
Her loveliness, and bear it all away 
Ere it had known the anguish of decay. 
Each thought was madness ; but no dark regret 
Should cloud the hopes which had upheld him yet ! 
Enough to learn that she was here — the rest 
Was his to win, was his at least to test ; 
While to secure the privilege they have 
Whom Georgian leaders scorn to call their slave 
And yet adopt, 1 bestowing, when they die, 
Their wealth upon them and their liberty 
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He swore upon a Memlouk warrior's sword 

Allegiance, claiming thus a pow'rful lord 

And lenient rights, as though he had been born 

T' inherit that which none would dare to scorn. 

Then to his task — how oft his barque had swept 

Beneath that lattice where she calmly slept, 

In midnight hour I how subtle were the ways 

By which he strove conjecture's'hopes to raise ! 

Yet timidly, lest some more wakeful ear 

Should catch the import 'twas not meant to hear; 

Nor won an answer till in breath subdued 

He woke night's echoes with a soft prelude — 

A few wild words which once her lip had sung — 

Out to the night winds softly, swiftly flung. 

She knew the voice ; she caught the strain and sent 

It back with words of love, of rapture blent 

And thence when moons were low by stealth they 

met 
And spoke of life, home, love — aye, freedom yet 



in. 

* Make way ! prepare ! Mehemet draweth nigh ! f 
Through all the wide hareem those whispers fly : — 
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' Bring forth the mirrors ! string the Orient pearls 

In raven locks ! and 'mid the auburn curls 

So dear to Ali (since Emineh's wreathe 

In that rare lustre) let the jasmine breathe ! 

But hark 1 his tread ! He grants us no respite 

Nor tarries for a glance nor smile to-night, 

But onwards to the guarded jewel 2 presses 

To flee his cares in those endear'd caresses ! ' 

With a dark brow Mehemet treads the halls, 

Nor pauses till the heavy curtain falls 

Behind him, and her smile like moonlight streams 

Upon him to dispel his sours dark dreams. 

' Tis but a moment, maiden, and I speed 

Across the sands for one more glorious deed — 

To wrest from impious hold the sacred fanes, 8 

Requite yon plund'ring Arabs for their pains, 

And sheathe my sword in each unhallow'd breast 

That dares advance its crimson'd edge to test ! 

Nay ! shrink not thus ! thou'rt safe within these arms ; 

They shield thee, maiden, from all vain alarms. 

But, ere. I go, touch, touch, thy soft kanoon 4 

And warble forth some tender, lulling tune. 

Sing not of war — this spirit needs not such ; 

'Tis far too fierce already— let thy touch 
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Waft me to dreams (they soon must vanish past), 
And let thy. sweetest accents be thy last 
Until this arm, which all have learnt to fear, 
Brings back the richest spoil to lay it here. 
Nor can thy strain compel me to delay : 
Let it be bright and brief; I must away. . . . ' 
' Away ? ' How pale the captive's beauty grew, 
As though from earth its light were fading too ! 
What tears are melting o'er her dark blue eyes, 
What hopes — mad hopes — in that fair bosom rise, 
While with that grace by which weak woman can 
Allure, outwit, and blind too credulous man 
She blent her tearful farewell, her regret 
So artfully-^and seemed so artless yet — 
That, mastering some dark fears he had of late 
Been cherishing, he bless'd the gracious fate 
Which for his merits, meted him above, 
Enshrined in woman's beauty, woman's love. 
And taking her kanoon, Emineh strung 
Its golden chords, one moment paused, then sung — 

In the vales of Circassia the sunbeams were streaming 
Above the soft music of waters at play, 

The zephyrs were sighing, the flowers were dreaming — 
A breeze came and wafted one blossom away ! 
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It fell not to pine in the shade of the fountain 

And breathe its last sigh where the parent tree blush'd; 

The breeze bore it on over valley and mountain 
Till all the sweet voices of nature grew hush'd. 

It woke where no soft winds of heaven could hover 
Around it, to kiss all its fragrance away. 

Where life with its visions of beauty was over, 
Oh ! what could the flower but pine and decay ? 

'Twas not that the air hung all shrouded around it, 
'Twas not that the heavens had faded above ; 

But the cherish'd were severed — those links that had 
bound it 
To sunshine and earth — and 'twas yearning for love / 

And he who so ruthlessly graspM all the fleetness 
Of fragrance and bloom which the breezes had left, 

But little he reck'd as he drank in the sweetness 
How pin'd the far stem of that blossom bereft ! 

Oh ! where buds have wither'd, the first breeze of 
summer 

Awakens new life in the petals that fail ; 
These, drooping in exile, shall hail the light comer 

That wafts them once more to their own native vale. 

She paus'd, and he arose and in a tone 
To which a sudden doubt or might had flown, 
' Beware ! ' he cried, ' beware ! I now depart ; 
There's evil brooding in Mehemet's heart. 
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My foes are they — they perish soon or late — 

Who brave my anger, who defy my hate. 

Keep thy young charms unsullied as the air 

Thou breathest here ; and, maid, farewell ! beware ! ' 

He rais'd the silken screen and pass'd from sight 

The fragrant lamp its gleams of rosy light 

Shed round Emineh as in rising dread 

And sudden doubt she bow'd her lovely head. 

* Beware I ' the echo threading as a knell, 

On her cold heart in its wide meaning felL 

Did he know all ? Her fears reply he must, 

Else why this warning ? whence this swift distrust ? 

Oh, Heav'n ! what doubts rob'd in their black array 

Before her dark'ning spirit force their way ! 

Had he gone forth his vengeance now to wreak 

Upon the brave ere he o'ercame the weak ? 

She starts — the muezzin from his marble tow'r 

Rings out the tecbir 6 through the midnight hour. 

And still her maidens wait her call to press 

Around her, to unclasp her jewelled dress, 

To loose her auburn tresses on their flight, 

And quench the beams of the expiring light 

She claps her hands and bids them swift prepare 

Her silken pillow and unbind her hair, 
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And, when their parting steps have all died past 
She to the casement turns her own at last ; 
For her quick ear has caught the muffled sound 
Of an approaching oar, and, peering round 
Into the darkness, with a falt'ring hand 
And quick'ning pulse she tries the lattice band 
And drops the bud which warns him that he can, 
The rugged wall which binds her prison, span. 



IV. 

c We meet,' she murmurs when th' embrace is 

o'er, 
1 To-night, oh ! Osman, and we meet no more ! 
I knew my bliss was all too deep, too vast, 
Far too complete, too dearly prized, to last. 
Nay, start not thus : the tyrant's ear is keen ; 
His glance, I tremble lest its blight hath been 
Fixed too securely on us from the first ; 
He only paused till he could work his worst. . . . 
What deem'st thou, Osman ? As he turned to go 
He on me fixed his eye's black, treach'rous glow ; 
" Beware ! " he cried in tones of wrath, " beware ! " 
And I replied not, for I did not dare. 
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I know not if 'tis true to-night he goes 

Forth to a war he so exulted in, 

Or if he thought to lull me to repose 

And this fond meeting to unveil its sin. 

If 'tis a sin to give thee up the whole 

First glowing love which thrills a woman's soul — 

Thou, who art form'd to win that gift Divine — 

Then — then — just Heav'n, forbear ! that sin is mine ! ' 

She sank upon his breast. In tones of love 

To raise her fainting heart he fondly strove. 

1 'Tis true/ he cries ; ' I know Mehemet's band 

Starts with the dawn, and his the guiding hand. 

Perchance a gracious fate of foeman's sword 

Shall guide the edge straight to the tyrant's heart ; 

And we, belov'd, may swiftly be restor'd 

Each to the other, never more to part — 

No more to sicken at the dull delay 

Which bars me from thy presence day by day, 

No more to feel this eager spirit striving 

Within me for a blessedness denied. 

Life, now a curse, will then be worth the living ; 

When thou shalt fearless smile, a Memlouk's bride ! 

But now I must away — the warning streak 

Of an unwelcome dawn is on thy cheek. 
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Farewell ! hope on ! for love as deep as this 
Can only lead us to one haven — bliss.' 



v. 

Fiercely the sun on Dere/eeyah's heights 

In molten flame his waking glory lights 

As with the fervour of that kindling flood 

He turns the scarce cool'd sands once more to 

blood, 
And strikes a thousand spears that gleam and shoot 
In serried lines along the mountain's root, 
And gilds the palace whence 'Abd-AUah's glance 
Roams proudly on th' Egyptians' bold advance 
As with an army of his chosen men 
Mehemet tracks that lion to his den, 
Nor plants his banners, nor unfurls his tents 
Till close 'neath Dere/eeyah's battlements. 
Through many a weary day of heat and thirst 
Has Ali lufd them on to dare the worst 
Across the borders, with so bland a sway 
That as his armies trod their conq'ring way 
Repelling tribes no leniency could claim : 
He won the Arabs by his deeds of fame, 
c 
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And those who for Mehemet's blood had burn'd 
Now proudly in his cause their weapons turn'd. 
Where'er his parched host its fever quells, 
By Kahtan's streams or in Oteybah's wells, 
He marks the deed, requites the welcome draught, 
And proffers gold for every drop they quaffed. 
Thus in his march triumphantly he past 
Till Kowe/s walls forbad th' advance at last 
And well the mountain monarch held his own 
Against the man whose skill had won a throne. 
Altho* 'Abd-Allah, to avert the war, 
Had sent his envoys while the foe was far ; 
The same reply e'er to his mountain seat 
Was thunder'd back : 'At Derey'yah we meet/ 
And they have met ! beneath his battlements 
The foe encamps ; not now his pride relents, 
As 'mongst his hills at bay he holds his post 
And sells them dearly — when ah else is lost 

VI. 

Ere yet the sun has ris'n three palm-lengths high 
Mehemet scans his camp with watchful eye. 
To-day — to-day the struggle must decide 
His strength ; and high his bosom swells with pride 
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As through the ranks his way he now pursues, 
Nor gap, nor weakness in his thousands views. 
The trumps still echo up the mountain steep 
Which woke th' Egyptian warrior from his sleep ; 
The banners to the Prophet's keeping giv'n, 
And to Mehemet's, are unfurled to heav'n. 
Well may his heart with exultation swell ; 
No Nejed force shall dare such hosts repel ! 
And as the flame of vict'ry in his breast 
Pales in some milder dreams of home and rest, 
And Fancy, with its many-coloufd charms, 
Wins back the warrior to Emineh's arms, 
A smile of triumph lights his lip and brow ; 
No might on earth shall match his valour now ! 
While from his girdle swiftly he unbinds 
His silver horn, and its clear echo winds 
Up the blue hills, to tell their leader speaks, 
And thus to rouse their ardour now he seeks : — 

* Ye sons of Islam ' — thus his speech begins — 

* To-day our faith its final triumph wins. 
Here have our arms in victory never shone : 
Win Derey'eeyah, and the rest is won ! 
Shall we delay, to whom the trust is giv'n 
To wrest the holy cities back for Heav'n 6 

c 2 
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From lawless bands, whose impious touch is laid 

On sacred shrines at which our Prophet pray*d ? 

Ye sons of Islam, draw its trusty sword ; 

May it grow dull where Nejdean blood is pour'd ! 

Have we not reach'd them swiftly as the wind, 

Victoriously, nor left a foe behind? 

Have we not turn'd the desert spears to swell 

Our triumphs when we reach the Citadel? 

To sword ! to sword ! But in your thirst for blood, 

Sons of the Prophet, slay not Ebn-Sa'ood ! 

He must be spared to grace the victor's court 

And taste the gath'ring vengeance of the Porte. 

In other blood your weapons must grow dim, 

But in your wrath, remember, spare ye him 1 

On ! on ! We rest not till those heights are ours 

And Egypt's banners wave o'er Nejed's tow'rs ! . . .' 

It needed not a speech like this to light 

Their burning zeal, and as their leader's word 

Went thund'ring up the mountain in its might 

'Twas echoed by his thousands : each had heard 

The signal giVn, and, must'ring in array, 

Went boldly forth its mandate to obey. 

Stern was the conflict. Where the foemen met 

Th' Arabian sands with Egypt's gore were.wet, 
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And many a ball shot from her legions round 
Went quivering where 'Abd- Allah's turrets frown'd. 
And he — the lofty ? did his pride abate 
T' accept the offer which was made thus late 
Of a surrender to th' Egyptian might ? 
Nay, but he dafd Mehemet to the fight ! 
Proudly his banners with their field of snow 7 
Swept o'er the folds of green that waved below ; 
High flash'd the deadly scimitar to bring 
Some Arab down with each relentless swing : 
The shrieks of thousands filled the glowing air ; 
The desert warriors, gath'ring from despair 
Illusive might, dash'd in one final charge, 
And boldly, on th' assailing hosts at large. 
Twas then that Harith — he of wide renown — 
Broke with his troops the line of foemen down, 
And, dashing at a speed whose goal was death, 
He reach'd Mehemet, and from war-worn sheath 
Uprais'd his sword : its edge victorious swung 
Above the Pasha ; there it glitt'ring hung 
One moment — ere it fell, a quicker blade 
Had sta/d the arm for death and duty made, 
And Harith, who so many a field had met, 
Sunk in "the charging mass which, reckless yet, 
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Dash'd on to quench its tameless hate and fire 
On Egypt's dripping sword — there to expire. 



VII. 

The sun had lent his fierce meridian heat, 
The palms had lengthen'd in his farewell gleams, 
And pale stars came to gaze on the defeat 
Of Nejed's armies, as they swell'd the streams 
From warrior veins. Mehemet's field was won, 
And vast the deeds of fame and carnage done ; 
But though th' Egyptians' blood had run like water 
And fiercely they avenged their comrades' slaughter, 
One breast was left undimm'd by sword or blood, 
One head unbowed — e'en that of Ebn-Sa'ood ! 
He stood — the conquer'd — in his granite halls, 
Nor fled the doom which o'er the vanquish'd falls ; 
No grief was in his face, no fear of death 
Lurked in those eyes his noble brows beneath : 
Immovable and calm, resigned to fate, 
(Perchance regretting that it came so late) 
Thus Meh'met found him in his regal den, 
And tender'd that respect, which noble men 
Yield to a rival's helplessness. If then 
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Mehemet Ali's sword was sheathfed still 
'Abd- Allah bow'd in faith : 'twas HeaVn's will. 



VIII. 

Some days were spent in rest, and some in gain, 
Er*e they began their homeward march again. 
Mehemet, with his royal captive free — 
(If chainless limbs alone were liberty) 
Rode in advance to guide their footsteps- back 
Across the Nejed and the sands' wide track. 
Full many an Arab sicken'd sore and fell 
Who should have grac'd the distant Citadel, 
And veteran warriors out of Egypt's bands 
Were left to bleach upon the desert sands. 
Their swollen ranks, their vigils o'er the foes, 
Gave small reprieve for leisure or repose ; 
Still on they toil'd through each succeeding day 
Which found them farther on their homeward way, 
Encamping in some oasis till the sun 
His midday course of flame and death had run, 
Then forwards speeding through the silent night 
Like birds of evil omen on their flight. . . . 
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Time pass'd, and twelve horizons' lengths 8 should see 

Them in the far-famed halls of Victory ; 9 

And at the thought of home their bosoms swell 

As day by day they bid their toils farewell, 

Nor pitch their tents, nor waste their precious hours 

In tarrying, when they almost view their tow*rs 

Athwart the desert, and the breezes come 

In sudden gusts as harbingers of home. 

Of home ? Nay, rather of a sudden doom : 

They bear the fatal breath of the Simoom. 

The sky grows dimmer, darker till the host 

Within the gath'ring gloom is all but lost, 

Their outline faint, as wildly to and fro 

They rock in horror, while the angry glow 

Of yon horizon is the only ray 

By which they keep, or strive to keep, their way ; 

Their chargers, frighted at the sudden mist, 

Dash off in terror wheresoe'er they list ; 

The trembling camels with less speed or ease 

Form giddy circuits, falter to their knees, 

And stretch their parched throats along the sand 

Until the shade of death has swept the land. 

It whirls, the wreath of flame, in eddies round, 

Hot as th' abyss had cleft the molten ground, 
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And spreads its fury o'er the prostrate band 

To sweep it like a vision from the land, 

Till they, encircled by their living tomb, 

Sink down resistless to their common doom ; 

The captives' chains clank in their dying throes 

Ere the remorseless sands around — above them close. 



IX. 

And he, their leader, hath he perish'd too 

With all his laurels, with his home in view ? 

Nay, through the fury of that desert storm 

Was seen in flight Mehemet's noble form, 

As, seizing on 'Abd- Allah's rein, he spurr'd 

Both chargers through the waste, now dim and blurr'd, 

And, flying swifter than the poison'd wind, 

Left wasting ruin, scorching death, behind, 

Nor paus'd to breathe a word, a look to cast 

Upon his captive, till all fear was past ; 

And then he sought the Arab warrior's eye, 

But it was fix'd and gave back no reply ; 

His princely brow was shadeless, and a look 

Of calm, that ne'er his spirit had forsook 
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Was lingering on those haughty features yet : 

For Death had seaTd whate'er its breath had met ! 

One chilling hand was on his charger's crest, 

And with the other laid upon his breast 

He bow'd his regal head submissive still, 

To the one creed he worshiped — Allah's Will. 

Was it a tear that dimm'd Mehemet's eye 

As it was lift in sorrow to the sky ? 

Was it the pain of leading back the dead 

His only trophy, where he should have led 

In proud array his own triumphant host 

To seal their vict'ry and fulfil his boast ? 

Twas but one moment that his spirit quail'd 

Or his stern heart in fear or sorrow faiTd ; 

The next his glance was firm, undimm'd, unchangM, 

As swift the clear'd horizon's breadth it rang'd, 

And though no object stirr'd that arid calm 

Save the light tuft of some lone, exil'd palm, 

Which like a phantom on the desert rose, 

As 'twould atone for all its drear repose, 

Mehemet knew that Cairo's glitt'ring tow'rs 

Must soon spring up to greet him from its bow'rs, 

And, reining in his steed's unseemly haste, 

He led fall'n Nejed's chieftain o'er the waste. 
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There is a murmur in Emineh's bower : 

Her lover tarries not for midnight hour 

To gain her prison, since her lord has sped ; 

But when the first stars twinkle overhead, 

And lamps are flashing on the river's shore, 

He to her lattice guides the stealthy oar. 

No watchful eunuch's gaze may dare intrude 

Upon the guarded jewel's solitude : 

Suffice his vigil at her door is true ; 

It little recks to keep his charge in view. 

And, deeming that Mehemet's enterprise 

Still holds him fetter'd 'neath th' Arabian skies, 

The young Circassian's boat rests on the tide 

And he has scal'd the turret's rocky side. 

How fond their words ! how deep the murmur'd 

prayer 
That Nejed's pride may keep Mehemet there 1 
They litde deem that, tarrying till the light 
Fades out, he wins his princely halls to-night 
Though with a woman's ready fears and grief, 
Emineh dreads his absence may be brief, 
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In vain has Osman smiled to feel her start 

While the quick blood surged from her beating heart 

Thro' the pale cheek, to leave it marble-white 

Like some fair flow'r that knows a sudden blight 

At every sound that o'er the wavelet breaks 

A nameless terror in her bosom wakes. 

* My heart forebodes it ! he is drawing nigh ! 

Farewell, short bliss, that sped so swiftly by ! ' 

She softly murmurs. * When his step has prest 

These halls, when once upon this frozen breast 

His head reclines, all joy fore'er is past — 

And, oh ! this meeting is perchance our last ! * 

1 It shall not be ! ' he cries. ' If Meh'met curst 

Our passion and decreed our speedy fall, 

What were his threat ? Oh, surely not the worst 

Of ills. We'd love, well love, despite them all — 

If not on earth, in some pure sphere beyond 

Where 'tis no crime to be too true, too fond. . . .' 

1 Nay, chide me not Though to these walls consign'd, 

To which earth's voices may small entrance find, 

My ear prophetically hears his tread — 

I see his trophies, golden spoils, — the dead ! 

Fly, fly, beloVd ! our doom were swiftly seal'd 

If once these happy meetings were reveal'd ! 
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Unknown to all, methinks their secrets lie 
Within these walls. Oh ! tarry not to die ! * 
Her tone is solemn, and her looks are such 
They overcome him. With a ling'ring touch 
Upon her lip, as he would seal the whole 
Wild passion which has overwhelm'd his soul, 
In that one kiss, descending, he is gone. 
Emineh turns — to meet her lord alone I — 
She did not faint, she did not wildly fall 
At Meh'met's feet to be forgiven all, 
But with a strength which never had forsook 
Her spirit, she returned his well-mask'd look 
And murmur'd * she was gazing o'er the tide. 
Had he return'd unconquer'd and in pride ? 
And where the treasures of his far campaign, 
The booty he had promis'd in his train ? ' 
And AH smird ; but if her blue eyes caught 
That smile, reflecting every poison'd thought 
In which revenge or hate could steep a brow, 
Well might her woman's soul have quailed now. 
She brightly with each costly off 'ring toyed 
Which marked a city or a home destroyed ; 
She fill'd his golden chalice, took a sip 
At every draught with her own ruby lip, 
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To show no treach'rous death, no deed of sin, 

Devis'd by hate, lurk'd subtlety therein ; 

And, when o'ercome with watches he had kept, 

His dreams grew deep, she vigiTd where he slept, 

And coord his fever'd brow, and left a kiss — 

Great Heav*n ! that she should have to stoop to this ! — 

Upon it, that his slumber it should stir 

And thus his visions should be all of her, 

Each thread of wand'ring and uncertain thought 

Be with her love (just Fate !) so fondly wrought 

That when he woke all fears should be annulled 

And she would soothe, and he be gladly lulled. 

How oft her guilty heart in terror beat 

When in his dreams he started to his feet 

With words of vengeance and of death combin'd— 

And Osman, he, for whom they were design'd ! 

Now of the desert storm his lip would speak 

In tones which froze the life-tide in her cheek, 

Then of a perjufd woman, who should bleed 

Without delay, and his would be the deed, 

Till, mad with horror, weaken'd by despair, 

With a wild shriek that rent the hareem air 

And brought black Hafed and her maidens round 

She fainting fell, and sank upon the ground. 
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XI. 

There's a stir in El-Kehireh's bow'rs 

And sounds of tumult on the air ; 

The muezzin from the lofty tow'rs 

Call all true Moslems forth to prayer ; 

But 'tis not to the white Mesjid — 

That rises like a globe of light 

Through the blue air — their steps are bid : 

Tones from the Citadel invite 

The warrior throng that was not led 

To triumph in the far Nejed. 

And he who took that goodly host, 

Who won the day, the guerdon lost, 

Stands pale and rigid on the height 

That crowns El-Musr's halls of light 

To meet that crowd, which must be quelled 

And by some mighty dupe repelled. 

Alone upon the steps he stands. 

Where, where are Egypt's countless bands ? 

His brow is dark, his lip is stern : 

This is no conqueror's return. 

He casts a haughty look around 

The throng, in awe and wonder bound, 
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And sounds his silver clarion till 

Its note dies up Mokattain's hill ; 

Then in that voice they love and dread, 

Whose faintest tone is worshipped, 

He says how he 'has pressed on 

To tell them Egypt's ranks have won/ 

Wild plaudits to the heavens spring ; 

The stony fortress 1 echoes ring, 

And high the Moslem banner flies 

Its sacred colour to the skies. 

' Oh ! well,' he cries, * th' Egyptians fought, 

And bravely, as our warriors ought ! 

The day is ours, my friends; our bands 

Are journeying homewards o'er the sands — 

The slaves not few, the spoils immense — 

We wot not such magnificence 

Could grace a court whose noble pile 

Had not been rear'd beside the Nile. 

But well ye know a leader's breast 

Is stranger to reprieve or rest, 

And Meh'met's strength is little spared 

Until his vict'ries are declared. 

And now, since Egypt's foes are spurned, 

Methinks that rest is nobly earned. 
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But, ere seclusion be enjoyed, 

I summon all those chiefs to swell 

A banquet in the Citadel 

Whom Khosref s 10 sword had long destroyed 

Had Meh'met failed them in the hour 

When El-Kehireh owned his pow'r. 11 

Till then farewell. In proud array 

To-night I wait each Memlouk Bey; 

His followers too shall muster all 

To grace the midnight festival. 

Farewell ! And spread your choicest fare ; 

Fop weary hosts your boards prepare ; 

Wreathe festal flow'rs and tune the song : 

Our armies cannot tarry long.' 

A thousand Moslem flags are waved 

Around him who such toil has braved ; 

While yet their cries are thund'ring loud 

He homeward hastens through the crowd. 



XII. 

The sun has spanned the eastern sky 
And sped in all its glory by 
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When first Emineh's blue eyes ope 

With a dim sense of dread and hope ; 

Her limbs are dull, her b*0* is damp, 

The hall is still, hei ftagrant lamp 

Remains unlit, or has expired ; 

Nor are its rosy beams desired, 

For through the darkness she can hear 

The par so welcome to her ear, 

And, rising from her couch of dread, 

She listens for some stealthy tread 

In the deep shadows ere she gropes 

And tremblingly her lattice opes. 

One moment, and the missive bud 

Went fluttering down ; then Osman stood 

Beside her with a hasty tale 

Which turn'd her very forehead pale, 

1 They meet — the Memlouk warriors meet 

To-night, and I must fill my seat. 

Bardissy Bey has bid us speed 

To celebrate the Pasha's deed. 

We all are summoned to his board 

Who o'er Arabia drew his sword. 

One fond embrace, a brief farewell ; 

My comrades gain the Citadel, 
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And this my absence might betray 
Our secret, love, I must away ! . . ,* 
Her glance is fix'd, her lip is dumb, 
Her mind with horror is o'ercome, 
But only for one moment wane 
The words whose power may yet retain 
Him, from Mehemet's vengeance plann'd ; 
And he must yield to her command. 
'Thou shalt not go,' she fiercely cries, 
A new light kindling in her eyes. 
* He saw thee, Osman. Well he knows 
By one quick glance to mark his foes. 
Oh ! hadst thou heard him rave and 

scream 
For vengeance in his fiendish dream, 
Thou wouldst not tempt his treachery, 
But rather fly — aye, e'en from me /' 
* 1 must,' he cries ) ' no Memlouk may 
Mehemet's mandates disobey. 
Farewell' 

' Thou speed'st to certain doom, 
Beloved. But if thy mind is set 
On this, oh ! I can share thy tomb ; 
Or we may fly and triumph yet 

D2 
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With thee 111 go in some disguise 

Which ill befits this woman's face, 

But 'twill not harm me in thine eyes ; 

For thee I stoop to the disgrace. 

Thou'lt leave me in the darkness, where 

Thy steps in safety may repair 

When homeward turns the Pasha's guest 

From feast and revelry to rest 

We may be far when they pursue. 

To-night they miss me not from view ; 

For when Mehemet wins his gate 

From midnight festival thus late, 

The hareem's doors are barfd and blocked, 

And he forbids them be unlocked. 

But thou must grant a brief reprieve 

Whilst I my handmaidens deceive ; 

I'll haste their dreamy efforts on, 

Cut short their toils— and we are gone ! . . 

She watched him fading through the dark 

Until he reached his trembling barque, 

Then groping to her couch, she bid 

Her maidens, closed her snowy lid, 

With drowsy words their efforts prest, 

As though o'ercome by welcome rest 
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XIII. 

The halls within the Citadel are bright 

With many a torch's wild and fitful light ; 

The banners rent in twain onNejed's field 

In pride aloft their quiv'ring remnants yield 

To the light breezes, which like slumber's breath 

Float through those trophies of despair and death ; 

And steel-girt men are pressing round i the great ' 

Who there reclines upon his couch in state ; 

Freely the cup has to their lips been prest 

Its sparkling amber lusciousness to test, 

While noiselessly the slaves have to and fro 

Borne the rich meats, caused the cool drinks to flow ; 

And the light song, the almeh's flow'r-crowned dance, 

Have held the guests in one enraptur'd trance ; 

E'en Meh'met's lip reserved — aye, cold — at first 

Begins to glisten as it stays his thirst 

Till the full tide has swept his heart and stirr'd 

That voice whose faintest echoes must be heard, 

For when, the warriors mark the lip they love, 

With waking life, returning vigour, move, 

A mighty stillness o'er the circle falls, 

And in a tone that fills the lofty halls 
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Their leader claims renew'd allegiance ere 
He drown their hopes in ruin and despair, 
And thus proceeds, when blades have been re- 

sheath'd 
And every heart its deathless oath has breath'd : — 
c Well, well ye know, my best, my noblest friends, 
What bright success Mehemet's arm attends — 
How he has trampled o'er his ev'ry foe, 
Rais'd the oppress'd, laid the oppressor low — 
Yet well your leader's soul may droop in fear 
To give the news for which he bade you here. 
Our triumph was complete, our vict'ry won ; 
Still, still, my friends, Heav'n's mandates must be 

done: 
The desert storm o'ertook us on the plain ; 
My legions perish'd — I alone remain ! ' 
An angry murmur breaks upon his word 
And kindling accents of distrust are heard ; 
But proudly turns the Moslem chieftain's eye 
Upon them, all such rashness to defy, 
And scorn and anger from his lid are hurl'd, 
As though 'twere form'd to terrify a world. 
c My army perish'd — do my followers rue, 
That he, their chief, was not engulphfed too? 
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Could I repel the storm, enchain the gust 

Which Heav*n decreed ? and is not Allah just ? 

Beware, ye rebels, how ye speak and look ! 

Mehemet's pride may ill such insults brook ! * 

Twas but one moment that their faith in him, 

Unshaken yet, grew wavering and dim ; 

The next their haughty heads are bowed in shame 

That aught their firm, unquestioned trust should tame, 

While Meh'met Ali, rising, bares his breast, 

And, pointing t f it, with one bold final test, 

'Let him,' he cries, ' who madly dreams of guilt. 

Here sheathe his weapon to the very hilt ! ' 

He stands above them all, and proudly stands, 

And questioningly, while a thousand hands 

Are cross'd above the warrior breasts, to show 

No arm of theirs shall lay their leader low. 

' And now/ he cries in a less threat'ning tone, 

' Since ye can trust, have trusted, me alone, 

A deadly token that my tale is true 

Shall swiftly rise to meet your startled view. 

Does he who the relentless ocean braves 

Not bear some plunder from its buried caves ? 

Shall he who storm'd a thousand cities speed 

Through perils home, nor bring some priceless meed 
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To show how bravely every field was won 

And reap new fame for toils thus nobly done ? ' 

He to his lip hath rais'd the horn : afar 

There is a stir, the gold-fring'd hangings are 

Uplift, and a while train like moonlight falls, 

And silently, athwart the lurid halls. 

A snowy charger in their midst is led ; 

There, thron'd in regal peace and pomp — the dead 7 

So proudly beautiful, so calm his smile, 

As he had known nor shame nor grief erewhile ; 

And those who should have swell'd at what they saw 

Fell back dismay'd, as overcome by awe, 

While their relentless chief unswerving stood 

And cried, ' Behold my guerdon, Ebn-Sa'ood ! 

Ye warriors, in those lineaments at rest 

Read that no sword hath scathM the Ajab's breast ; 

And mine is clean — and shall be evermore — 

Of stain as noble as 'Abd- Allah's gore. 

Through the wild storm we side by side dash'd on, 

And when I turn'd to view him he was gone. 

His clay my only spoil.' While yet his eye 

Is kindling, and his tones are ringing high, 

His glances oft revert to one who led 

Into their ranks the ruler of Nejed 



Digitized 



by Google 



OSMAN AND EM1NEH. 4* 

With a white silken mantle thrown around 

His evYy limb, and trailing on the ground, 

His face within it hid from sight, in grief 

Or awe, that he should lead the fallen chie£ 

Alone his snowy turban to be seen 

Above his bernous with its badge of green, 

He stands, in silence and in terror bow'd, 

As though he shrank from all that warlike crowd, 

And a wild thrill of horror o'er him creeps 

As Meh'met's rising accent round them sweeps. 

' And now,' he cries, ' now that I have prevailed, 

Proved Ali's arm in warfare never failed, 

Now he has wrestled at its very shrine 

To win this prize tell, tell me, where is mine f * 

1 Here ! ' and a thousand hands on dauntless hearts 

Are laid in token that for him they beat 

From whom the blaze of vict'ry ne'er departs, 

Who never leads his followers to defeat 

1 Then to your swords ! ' he cries in hasty strife ; 

* As my reward I claim yon Mameluke's life ! . . .' 

His jewel'd hand is swiftly raised to show 

IA growing hate where they may deal their blow ; 

A thousand blades are glitt'ring on the air 

In quick reply, as though each sought to share 



Digitized 



by Google 



4 a OSMAN AND EMINE&. 

The impious triumph of the bloody deed 
By which the Pasha claims his ghastly meed. 
Pale, the Circassian with amazement stood ; 
No shade of fear, no swifter tide of blood 
Rush'd from that heart, which soon should meet 

the thrust 
Of kinsmen's swords, to soothe a tyrant's lust : 
He seeks no mercy, sues for no reprieve ; 
Vain hopes no more his bosom shall deceive 
With the fair visions of a final bliss 
Which calmed his fears and lur'd him on to 

this. 
But though his lip is rigid, and no sound 
Is on it, suddenly, as from the ground, 
A shriek so wild falls on each warrior's ear 
As some accusing fiend burst from the chains 
That 'prison him in hell this world regains 
To blast all spirits dark as his with fear. 
Each weapon drops, each eye is turn'd to gaze 
On him who thus the deed of blood delays ; 
And in their midst, like some pale star of light 
Just fallen from the shadowy brow of night, 
She stands — Emineh — now not covered o'er 
By the long silken cloak she only wore 
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To shroud her beauty, lest she should not need 

Unveil it, to prevent the murd'rous deed 

She had foreseen — yes, with her woman's dress 

Enfolding all a seraph's loveliness, 

No stern disguise 'gainst which her pride arose 

To veil it or her weakness from her foes ; 

Her eyes dilating till they seem a spark 

Star-kindled when the heav'ns were deep and dark, 

And flung to earth, a torch but half expired, 

To win new life from every breath that fired 

The spirit ; with her brow pure marble white, 

A fitting shrine for orbs so wildly bright, 

Her lips apart, her small hand fiercely clenched 

Around the dagger from her girdle wrenched, 

A very dream of hate and beauty blent, 

(Like storm winds o'er a whisp'ring instrument,) 

She stands, while swiftly round the warriors press 

With words of rapture at her loveliness. 

And with a shriek which seems to sear the air 

Around, ' Forbear ! ' she wildly cries, c forbear ! 

By this fair cheek, through which Circassian blood 

Lies frozen now, I your allegiance claim, 

Ye Memlouk chieftains ! and by this slight frame — 

Too sure a proof of the weak womanhood — 
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Ye must defend (how oft has woman spared 

The doomed and guilty breast to justice bared ! 

How oft the look of scorn and hatred braved 

To hear that one sweet note of mercy, " Saved " !) la 

And in her name who taught ye pity first 

I cry, Forbear ! What, have ye learnt that thirst 

For gore with which dark Egypt's sons are curst ? 

Will ye stand by and at yon tyrant's word 

(Whose soul is steep'd in crime) unsheathe the 

sword 
To drive its edge through a brave heart whose tide 
Rolls pure as yours — aye, higher in its pride ? 
Away ! and if ye burn, the blade to dim, 
And thus appease your lust, go ! slaughter him 
Who, when his hate is sated, will not pause 
Ere, in defiance of all human laws, 
He quench your valiant band in pain and gloom 
And triumph o'er the bloody hecatomb ! ' 
They gaze upon her, startled and dismayed ; 
Some in new-kindled shame re-sheathe the blade, 
Whilst others, prompted by their chieftain, fain 
To please his mood, the naked point would stain ; 
But while they doubt, (forgetful he has heard 
Each thrilling tone, each wild rebellious word,) 
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She, with a motion light as that which shakes 
A forest's leaves when summer's breath awakes, 
Swift to his feet in all her beauty speeds 
And with Mehemet boldly intercedes. 
. ' By all the love which thrilTd thy warrior heart 
In by-gone hours, from which thou wouldst not part, 
By every dream of bliss, each hope of heav'n, 
Thou cherishest — oh ! may I be forgiven ! 
And he, on whom thy curse has thundered down, 
Oh ! spare him ! let me meet thy dreaded frown I 
Or if thou must divide us let thy wrath 
Fall on me now and crush me from thy path ! 
But thou, who ne'er hast spurn'd a woman's pray*r, 
Oh I hear mine now ! Be merciful and spare ! ' 
She clasps his feet, while each long auburn tress 
Folds round her to conceal her loveliness ; 
With quiv'ring lip and bosom beating high, 
She breathless waits his long-withheld reply, 
While in a scorn which masks a deadlier gaze 
He sips his goblet and his word delays, 
Then, with a glance which spurns her hopes to naught, 
In steady tones, with lenient speeches fraught, 
1 Forbear ! * he cries ; c Mehemet's anger needs 
Be turn'd away, when thus a woman pleads I 
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Make way, ye warriors ; let yon Memlouk 'scape ; 

Nor will we chide him for this guilty rape. 

And thou, young maiden, by thy speech betray'd, 

Hast fled some home of safety ? . . . Ill repaid 

Thy lord, methinks ! Thou'lt tarry till we see 

If he refuse thee not thy liberty. 

Tis true the bloom is brushfed from thy wing ; 

But he may clip it, for thou still canst sing. 

And if his honour (as thy pride) is small, 

And thou repent, he may forgive thee all 

But sit thou here. . . . Thy charms were worth this 

throne; 
But, since 'tis mine to give, and mine alone, 
And Meh'met loves to cull the fairest, ./for/ 
Of all things bright, nor stoops to slake his thirst 
Where other lips perchance have left their blight, 
We'll keep thee some less dainty to requite.' 
* Enough ! ' she cries. * If all my innocence 
Suffice me not to shield from taunt and scorn, 
Oh ! I adjure thee let me hasten hence, 
Of my own deed my retribution born ! ' 
She lifts her arm; the steel gleams cold and 

blue; 
A flash — and Meh'met's hand has seiz'd it too, 
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And with a wrench which gives her short respite 
He snaps the blade and flings it out of sight, 
Then, rising, bids her pass before him forth, 
Salutes his guests, and quits the halls of mirth. 



XIV. 

The moon has roll'd her silver from the stream 
That Pharaohs worshipp'd, and the early dawn, 
With all the hush'd and voiceless stir of morn, 
Breaks through the sky ; far, like a phantom dream, 
Half by the mist and half by distance hid, 
Looms Egypt's legacy, the Pyramid. 
While Meh'met on his silken couch recruits 
His wasted strength, by slumbers long and dark, 
Forth from the palace' dim arcade there shoots 
Into mid stream a light and eager barque. 
With dext'rous strokes the oars their burden launch, 
Plied ceaselessly by sinewy arms and staunch, 
As though their toil or pleasure must be won 
Ere the horizon greet the rising sun ; 
And, slowly growing through the pearly light, 
Full many a turban meets the gazer's sight, 
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And swarthy features — of that ebon hue 

Which veils the soul, nor lets its breathings throughr— 

Gaze calmly forth, while active hands are plied 

To speed the barque along the shimm'ring tide : 

With stroke on stroke unerringly they go 

Towards their goal, unconscious of yon break 

Upon the shadowy stream, (for in their wake 

Another boat glides noiselessly, as though, 

Unseen, it strove to keep the first in sight 

By a less swift, but no less able flight) 

The stolid eunuchs with precision waft 

Unswervingly their frail and pliant craft, 

And speed o'er many a liquid mile, nor stay 

Their course, till all the light has glanc'd away 

From the still waves, (as though the shade of death 

Had fallen there to chill the pulse beneath ;) 

Then tarry, and the silken curtains part, 

And she, the plaything of a Pasha's heart, 

Shines out like some strange vision through the gloom, 

Re-mirrored faintly in her coming tomb ! 

The very Nubians — they, whose hearts are steel, 

Well paid to do all, anything, but./fe£— 

Start back dismay'd, so guiltless is her look, 

As though their wonted nerve or strength forsook, 
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While their black chief, whom ill such fancies please, 
Commands them on, and with one spring they seize 
Their victim, by her long, bright silken hair 
And with a swerve uplift her through the air. 
A shriek — a struggle — ha ! the deed is stayed 
By many a sudden and unlooked-for blade, 
While the scared eunuchs, with a yell of fear, 
'Neath the assailants' weapons disappear ; 
And the young leader of that valiant crew, 
Who silently had kept their course in view, 
Springs forth to meet Emineh. But the dread 
Of doom, the awful tension of suspense, 
Have done their work : pale, rigid as the dead, 
And as bereft of motion, life, and sense, 
She well-nigh falls, but Osman's arms are spread 
And there he pillows the unconscious head. 
His friends nor pause nor breathe a word till each 
Of Meh'met's slaves is sent beyond his reach — 
Put to the sword, then flung with ebbing breath 
Into the stream, to sink its waves beneath, 
The gilded barque left on the tide to roam 
(Perchance to bear its tale of bloodshed home). 
Then in their boat they hasten back to land 
Ere morn's first beams have lit the pallid sand, 

£ 
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Place the unconscious maid on Osman's steed 
With some provision for their journey's need, 
And to the city's distant precincts speed. 



xv. 

Flushed with displeasure, from his dull repose 

And fever'd dreams the lord of Egypt rose, 

And summoned Jawhar to his side to learn 

Of the accomplished deed, the slaves return. 

' How ! lingering yet ? What makes the fools delay? 

I bid them to my presence first make way 

While yet the oars were dripping on the wave. 

How dare they thus their lord's impatience brave ? 

Fly, Jawhar, to my loftiest turret, fly; 

Their laggard movements and the cause, descry, 

And bring me word. Ill speed thee with a blade 

And signet for each moment thus delayed ! ' 

This to his slave, when once alone, he broke 

The silence, and in burning accents spoke. 

* And yon curs'd chiefs, whose pow'r I once resto^d, 

They yet shall perish by Mehemetfs sword ! 

I bid them slay him, but they chose to spare 

My foe — the dastards ! — at a woman's prayer \ 
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They grant, whene'er she stoops to intercede ; 
Perchance she'll deign forthwith this head to plead 1 
A curse upon her! . . . But my thoughts are 

straying ; 
This fever works them : she is now past praying. 
And though her ways were soft, her eyelids sweet, 
For guilt like hers methinks no fate is meet. 
Yet how she pleaded. Had I never known 
In that young voice a less melodious tone 
I might e'en then have deign'd forgive her all. 
Fool ! that a woman's glance should thus enthrall ! 
And those proud chiefs — ha ! . how they mock me 

still! 
I would this arm were boundless as my will ; 
I'd crush them so ! Aye, and Mehemet shall 
(Nor leave a trace) exterminate them all ! 
By sword ? Dark thoughts are seething to the brink 
Of execution — and I will not shrink ! 
To-night ? to-morrow ? Allah ! we shall see 
How, when, and where, to match their treachery 
And grasp yon villain whom I bid them spare ! 
Ho ! Jawhar 1 art thou too delaying? . . . Here ! 
Fly, slave, at once ! Out with thy news ! Beware ! 
My fire kindles ! — wouldst thou mock me there 
e 2 
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Gibb'ring with thy dull tongue, as though this ear 
Through thy gumm'd lips could learn what it would 

hear;' 
1 My lord, the boat is anchored' 

'That is well! 
Where are the eunuchs ? Bid them here to tell/ 
* My lord, she came unmann'd, unled, unoar'd, 
Fluttering beside the palace, with the stain 
Of blood upon her, and this broken sword 
A witness and a message from the slain.' 
' How, fool ? and art thou tempting me again ? 
Hand me the blade. • . . What character is this 
Engraven on 't? ... Ha ! ... ha ! 'tis " Osman Bey ! " 
Mashallah ! so this deed of guilt is his! 
Another crime t' acquit ! Ho I slave, awaj t 
Prepare my steed ! ... So, perjur'd woman, still 
Thou mock'st Mehemet ! But his cunning will 
Outreach thee yet ! My hareem eunuchs kill'd ! 
The treach'rous slave I to my bosom took 
Fled with a rival ! . , . Deeds on which to build 
A world of vengeance ! . . . Ill my soul may brook 
Defeat like this, who ne'er a banner shook 
Before a city but 'twas forc'd to yield ! 
And still this arm its deadliest blade can wield 
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To fell my foes ! , . . I must, I must, pursue 

On the dark wings of hate — aye fury, too ! 

On ! on ! Perchance they're flying like the air ! 

No spot so distant but 111 track them there ! 

This kindling blood shall all my bursting veins 

Envenom, till no drop of theirs remains 

To throb against my mandates ! . . .' With a stride 

Denoting more of passion than of pride 

He cross'd his halls and vaulted to his steed, 

Then urg*d him forward at his utmost speed, 

Dashed to the Citadel to bid a band 

Of chosen men attend him, and command 

Their chief in quick pursuit to bring them on 

TowWs Shobak, shook his bridle, and was gone. 

XVI. 

Soon consciousness regain'd its sway 
O'er Osman's charge ; she woke to feel 
The desert slipping fast away 
Beneath their courser's airy heel ; 
The morning breezes swept her brow 
And stay'd its fever : even now, 
With many a danger full in view — 
The dread lest Meh'met should pursue, 
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The arid plains to be traversed 

With their privations, Treaty and thirst, 

AH axe forgot in the new bliss 

Of feeling so completely his f 

The rushing air, the unbarr'd sky, 

The sense of perfect liberty, 

The hopes of home which shadowy rise 

To bring the tear-mists to her eyes — 

AH hul her son! in that repose 

So rarely known, yet known to those 

Whose visions bore them through the womb 

Of Hades' unchvulged gloom, 

And woke to find the heavens bine 

And God's pare stars all shining through. 

She cannot think on dangers past 

And gone, when this will be the last : 

The arm is bold she leans upon; 

And it must win, as it has won. 

On, on they rush. No venom'd spear, 

Launched from a hand in hate or fear, 

Had e'er across the desert sped 

As swiftly as their charger fled 

Horizons lengthened and were spent ; 

Still madly on their path they steerM, 
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Just tarrying where a date palm reared 

Its tuft, to screen some well, and lent 

One moment to the welcome shade, 

And music by that oasis made. 

The ostrich, startled from her rest, 

In haste across their pathway prest, 

And vultures wheeling out of sight 

In the mid heavens pursued their flight, 

Prepared to wrest from bird or beast 

The remnants of a human feast. 

Now on some caravan they come, 

With ' Es-salamu 'aleykum/ l8 

And pass ere it has time to still 

The camels' tinkling djelajil. 14 

They fear not that the path be lost, 

for each this very waste has crost ; 

Emineh counts the fountains by, 

And with a woman's anxious eye 

Points out each kejm 15 where they tarried 

When into Egypt's exile carried; 

And sunbeams rise, and sunbeams wane, 

Nor yet their fevttsh flight detain, 

Till half the distance has been spann'd 

That keeps them from their native land ; 
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And there they pause to gather strength 

To take them on their journey's length. 

And there, with many a grateful sigh 

On all the dangers well-nigh past, 

A tear upon her dark blue eye, 

Emineh tells her tale at last — 

How, ' with a heart foreboding all 

The vengeance that was soon to fall, 

From the retreat (whence she could view 

The rocky fortress' gates) she flew, 

And how she won the festal hall ; ' 

And in a tone as sweet as that 

Of the cool spring whose tinkling flow 

Lit up the desert where they sat 

She whispers of the deepest woe 

Which yet her sufFring heart had clouded, 

Which yet her sorrowing brow had shrouded, 

That moment when he turn'd to fly 

And left her, as she thought, to die 

Within his reach whose ire withstood 

Should quench its fury in her blood. 

* 111 were thy love repaid, if thus 

I could have left thee to thy doom, 

Who with one act victorious 
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Didst wrest me from a sudden tomb 
My keenest agony was when, 
Unknown to every eye beside, 
/knew the drooping form which then — 
E'en then — its beauty could not hide, 
On which Mehemef s blasting eye 
Fell oft and left unwillingly, 
Was thine, and that his injur'd pride 
Decreed thy death ere I had died. 
And this my arm was powerless 
T avert the stroke — God ! that was pain 
I never could endure again. 
Oh ! rather than its bitterness 
Without remorse I'd lay ]thee low 
To save thee from his deadlier blow ; 
But tremble not — ' 

' Hush, Osman, hush ; 

I hear a charger's quick'ning rush ! ' 

* Tis but the spring that murmurs on, 
Unmindful of the scorching sun.' 

* 'Tis danger ! , . . Osman . ... let us fly ! 
See ! . . . see yon speck against the sky ! 
Tis he, . . . In quick pursuit he gains 
Upon us to renew my chains ! 
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Oh! come ! ' She grasps the horse's reins ; 
Her lover to the saddle springs, 
Where with his help she lightly swings ; 
They loose the bridle low and fly 
For life, home, love, and liberty. 



XVII. 

Across the sands he hastens on, 
Proud Egypt's lord, but not alone ; 
His body guards around him press 
All through the scorching wilderness, 
And nobly arm'd as for a fray 
(They little know how slight the prey). 
Mehemet with a sullen scorn 
The parching thirst and heat has borne, 
In an ill-boding silence wrapp'd, 
His anger rather nurst than sapp'd 
By the long, undiverging path 
Travers'd t' appease his deathless wrath. 
' Too well Emineh knew his mood 
Was deadliest when most withstood. 
No obstacles, however great, 
Restrain his now relentless hate : 
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Of every caravan they ask 

The news by which they speed their task ; 

At ev*ry deep-breath'd answer won 

Their chief commands their efforts on. 

With hope rekindling in his eyes 

Mehemet heads the enterprise 

Till the horizon's edge returns 

The sight for which his vengeance yearns ; 

Then, shading with impatient hand 

His view, he gazes o'er the sand 

Ere, plunging in swift Lazlos' 16 side 

The thrust that makes him rear in pride 

And dart like some wild hunted thing 

(Or frighted bird upon the wing) 

To that far spot in mad pursuit 

Where Osman tarried to recruit 

Exhausted strength, their charger's limb, 

And whence they fled from death and him. 

But Ali's band is strong ; his steed, 

The offspring of that noble breed 

That never fail'd in hour of need, 

Where'er the rider urges, flies 

And wins the goal before he dies : 
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He forward like an arrow sprung, 

As though no weary days among 

The fiery sands his limbs had strain'd, 

And swiftly on their prey they gain'd, 

Until the Pasha's eye can trace 

The outline of her shrouded face 

Who flies him, and his tones are heard 

As with that one imperious word 

c Surrender ! ' he commands them stay * 

Their useless flight without delay, 

And bids his men, * Their steed surround 

And homewards turn, since they are found/ 

Full many a glance of mute surprise 

Enkindles in those warriors' eyes, 

And from each lip the murmurs fall, 

< Allah ! Mashallah ! is this all ? ' 

While Ali parleys with their head, 

Who on some secret mission's sped, 

And then the train with slacken'd haste 

Its path retraces o'er the waste 

A few horizons, then diverges 

To gain the Red Sea's lonely surges. 
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XVIII. 



The parting sun is melting through the tide 

When Men'mete tent is pitch'd upon the beach 

And, wearied by their long unguerdon'd ride, 

His followers press the welcome strand to reach. 

Soft roll the waves of the Arabian Sea 

To clasp the shore, as though they sought to hush 

It into sleep, save where a sudden gush 

Of foam-rifts break away unfetter'd, free, 

To gain the land, there ebb out noiselessly, 

(Like children chidden for a wayward rush I) 

Each light and shade reflected from the skies 

Winning new splendour from their restless dyes. 

Keenly the Pasha gazes o'er the scene, 

Unmindful of his captives or his men, 

Till golden clouds fade softly u into green, 

And trem'lous opal hues, and turning then 

To him who sped in secresy away 

Across the sands, his orders to obey, 

In a low-whisperM and mysterious tone 

He questions if his wishes have been done. 

* Prepaid, my lord — the barque securely moor'd, 

Her sails unfolded, and her prow unoarU' 
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1 Tis well ; then let those cursed slaves who fled 
Mehemefs justice now be hither led 
To taste his vengeance.' 

With her features paled 
In anguish, not in shame nor terror veiTd, 
Her small hands clasp'd above her bosom's strife, 
A gentle image far too fair for life, 
She stood before him. As his glances fell 
Upon the form he once had cherish'd well 
A fiercer light within his eye betrays 
The hate she kindles now. . . . His scorching gaze 
Has well-nigh sear'd the veil he plucks aside 
To meet her look* . . . 'What, nursing yet thy 

pride? 
Lost maiden, since thy pristine bloom is gone, 
Methinks the world may glance thy charms upon, 
Nor leave a darker or more sullying breath 
Than that thou seek'st to hide yon shroud beneath. 
Nay, blush not so ; it once beseem'd thee well, 
And lit thy beauty ere its lustre fell, 
But now that sign of guarded purity 
And conscious virtue well may shrink from thee. . . . 
And thou, vile Memlouk, not content to speed 
To deep perdition's gulf by one dark deed, 
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Whom a just heaVn has deign'd thus long to spare, 
Till it could yield thee to Mehemet's prayer, 
Know that by thine own act — this parted blade — 
Thy doom was hasten'd since thy guilt betra/d.' 
He lifts the weapon with the clotted stains 
Of blood, which once rush'd swift through Nubian 

veins 
Upon it still, a proof that it was spilt 
By him whose name was 'graven on the hilt. 
' Behold thy sword ! Fate mov'd the restless tide 
Reveal thy plans, else I had been denied 
The boon of parting with one dark regret 
We meet no more in vain, as once we met.' 
He waves a jewell'd hand, and from a bay 
Where, (viewless,) it prepaid and ^anchofd lay, 
A barque, with sails whose fluttering canvas glows 
In the last failing rays the sunset throws, 
Before the small encampment slowly glides, 
As if (unseen) some skilful pilot guides 
Her gentle movement o'er each bounding crest 
That 'gainst her heaves, as though her strength to test. 
' Lead them away ; and to the mast enchain 
The frailer, to the prow the bolder slave, 
And launch the vessel on the farthest wave, 
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So that no more on either shore she gain/ 
Mehemet cries. His orders are obey'd 
As promptly as the fatal speech is made ; 
And while the last pale gleams of falling day 
Illume the waters, on her falt'ring way 
The vessel, now unguided, trembles on, 
Her white wings shining o'er the waste alone, 
As all unconscious through th' encircling gloom 
She wafts her living freight on to their awful doom. 



xix. 

Five suns have risen o'er the waves and shone 

In scorching beams that oarless barque upon, 

As she has drifted hither, thither, sent 

By every breeze that o'er the ocean went, 

(Like some frail wand'rer from a forest nest, 

Forgetting whence it strayed from light and rest, 

Trusts to the ever-changeful winds that roam 

To bring it safely and unwounded home.) 

And they, the fetter'd ? . ♦ . On the bright blue sea, 

Condenin'd to feel its breath of liberty, 

Around them sweep, then clank, their gnawing chains 

With the fast ebbing strength which yet remains — 
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Doom'd (though apart) to see each other's cheek 
Grow faint and paler, nor of succour speak, 
Conceal the aching hunger (which at length 
Must lay each low) to hoard the other's strength : 
The scorching sun, the midnight's fatal dews 
A restless fever in their veins infuse, 
Until the very love which shone to bless 
Seems wearied out in Nature's weariness ! 
How oft has Osman with his fetters striv'n 
In the vain hope that fliey may yet be riVn ! 
How curs'd the links that bind his yearning hand, 
Which (but unchain'd) might yet regain the land ! 
How often pray'd, * A speedy doom o'ertake 
Their course, and end this torture for her sake ! ' 
While with a woman's deeper steadfastness 
She strives to light his utter hopelessness, 
Points out his dark'ning spirit to the skies, 
And in his pain, forgets her agonies ! 

xx. 

There came another night — a stormy night, 
With pale stars peeping out through dismal shrouds, 
And wild winds dashing o'er the waters' flight 
And tossing to the moon white spectral clouds, 
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And the dark ocean heav'd and sobb'd, with fear, 
As though a mightier than itself were near ! 
And now, and then, a peal of thunder high, 
Rang down the distant peaks of Sinai, 
And from the blackening skies the lurid ray 
Of lightning flash'd across their wat'ry way. 
And there was fear within that tossing barque, 
The fitful streaks of light illum'd its mast, 
And lit two faces, ghastly through the dark, 
With death-damps gath'ring to their brows at last — 
Pale 'midst the rising blast Emineh stood, 
Her dark eyes rais'd to heav'n, her fragile form 
Erect as though the spirit of the storm 
Had set its empire there ! The seething flood 
Broke o'er the deck, with many a fitful shock, 
As if it dashed its fury 'gainst some rock ; 
At every blow the links that bind her, strain, 
And the mast quivers, till with sudden rush 
It falls resistless, as it sought to crush 
The captive ; but it only broke her chain, 
And she was free ! With one wild ringing shriek 
She gains her lover's side and bids him speak, 
The words which through the storm had all died 
past 
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Unheard ; and on his white and frozen cheek 

Her lip is prest, but life is ebbing fast 

From the worn frame ; she lays his sinking head 

Upon her bosom, gazes in his eyes, 

And from his brow the death-dew gently dries, 

While in a voice like some funereal dirge, 

From ocean's hollow caves flung through its surge, 

She to her arms, the wav'ring life allures, 

And wildly thus the parting soul adjures ! . . . 

* Stay, stay thy pulses yet I 
I come, belovM, we must, we shall, not part ; 

One moment pause, and let 
Us die together ! heart ebb out with heart, 
And breath with breath ! . . . thou canst not leave me 

so, 
To the fierce tempests that around us blow, 
Oh, stay thy soul ! . . . until these foaming waves, 
In all their unchain'd strength, shall sweep our lonely 
graves ! 

-^ ' By all the love that shone 
O'er futile hopes, in dark o'erwhelming fears, 

Thou leav'st me not alone 
In this last strife ! Oh, spare a woman's tears 
Above her dead ! back to these arms that clasp 
Around, to save thee from that mightier grasp, 
To this fast-failing heart, which may not yearn, 

Love (even thine) for long, ... I bid thee now return ! 

F2 
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' Thy cheek is cold — thy brow 
Is pallid as the snow on Elbrouf peak, 

Oh ! well, belov'd, I know 
Thou wert not silent, if that lip could speak : 
Yet leave me not ! let not those eyelids close, 
Till both can sink in one last long repose, 
Till both can wake to Immortality, 
Oh, stay, belov'd, I come .... behold .... I come 
with thee ! ' 

The storm-winds snatch'd her words of love and 

death 
And bore them on, the thunder nearer peaTd, 
And a wild flash of forked light reveal' d 
The foundering vessel, as she plung'd beneath 
The angry billows. Sinking slowly on 
The Memlouk's lifeless breast, Emineh veiTd 
Her shadowy eyes, as though her spirit quaiPd 
To meet the last dread conflict all alone, 
(That spirit which till now had been so brave !) 
And. thus they sank, one overwhelming wave . 
Broke round the wreck — she quivefd and was gone ! 
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NOTES. 

1. * Whom Georgian leaders scorn to call their slave 

And yet adopt.' 

The Mamelukes were young Georgian or Circassian slaves, 
adopted by their owners and adopting others in their turn. 

2. ' But onwards to the guarded jewel presses.' 

If alluded to by other lips than those of her proprietor, it is 
as the 'guarded lady,' ' the concealed jewel.' — Lane. 

3. 'To wrest .from impious hold the sacred fanes.' From 
the Wahabee grasp. 

4. * Kanoon.' A Persian stringed instrument. 

5. ' Tecbir.' ' Allah ackbar.' ' God is most mighty.' 

6. ' To wrest the holy cities back for Heaven.' 

The Porte commissioned its ally Mehemet Ali to win 
Mecca and Medina back for it. 

7. ' Proudly the banners with their field of snow.' 
The Nejdean ancestral banner had a white ground. 

8. 'Twelve horizons' lengths.' In the East distances are 
counted by horizons. 

9. 'Far-famed halls of Victory.' Cairo. ' El-Kehireh,* 
or the 'City of Victory.' 
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10. * Whom Khosref s sword had long destroyed. 1 

The Turkish general, who was the common enemy of the 
Mameluke leaders. 

11. « When El-Kehireh owned his power.' 

Mehemet Ali opened the gates of Cairo to the hostile 
Mamelukes, and was acknowledged general of their armies by 
the Mameluke beys in gratitude. 

12. In the time of the Mamelukes criminals were led to 
execution blindfolded, because if they met a woman and could 
touch her garment they were saved as by a sanctuary, what- 
ever was their crime. 

13. • Es-salamu 'aleykum.' ' Peace be with you.* 

14. 'Djelajil.' Bells. 

15. 'Kejm.' Heaps of stones as landmarks in the desert. 

16. 'Lazlos,' the 'Prancer.' 

1 7. ' Till golden skies fade softly into green.' 

A peculiarity noticeable in the Red Sea at sunset. 
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THE DOSEH. 

FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 



The Doseh, a religious Moslem ceremony, takes place 
annually in Cairo, where the descendant of the Prophet and 
about 20,000 devotees meet, on their return from the pilgrimage 
to Mecca. 



We went (the moon was full) on sorry donkeys, 
Their shaggy sides deck'd out with trappings gay, 
The Arab urchins chatt'ring on like monkeys, 
Whilst skipping cheerfully upon their way, 
Just dropping back, when we would gallop faster, 
To haggle viciously about a piastre ! 
My ass had shifting saddle, and sore heel, 
The drivers call'd the beast ' Sir Lemon Peel ! ' . . 
We rode a mile before we reach'd the camp 
Of pilgrims — then the nights are never damp 
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In these sand regions — nay, I question whether 
Our English skins out here won't turn to leather, 
Or, queerer still, to parchment (hard on meum 
To figure ages hence in sorhe museum !) 
I've heard that heat expands, and it might be 

worse, ' 
In Cairo its effect is quite the r<?verse, 
One daily grows more juiceless till one crinkles, 
The very camels here go in for wrinkles ! 
And gaze upon one in so dry a fashion 
They put e'en English sang-froid in a passion. 
But there ! a bell from the encampment tinkles ! 
We quickly speed to where the pilgrim dances 
In frantic zeal beneath the lamps' soft glances, 
In tents with many a gorgeous colour hung, 
With Arab texts their various folds among. 
The pilgrims all with turbans roll'd so brightly, 
Round holy heads in windings done so tightly, 
That dance nor flexion should discard them lightly !. 
I wedged Sir Lemon to a. tent-door quickly 
Where Moslem devotees were gather*d thickly, 
Their large green turbans tossing to and fro 
Like waves, which fret and fume when east-winds 

blow, 
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And half afraid that they fanatic would be 
I felt as ill as . . . well, a Giaour should be ! 

Ye fates ! what motions ! what gesticulations ! 
What rolling of the body to and fro ! 
What oily napes ! what exquisite gyrations, 
And bends, without the moving of a toe ! 
While these are firmly in the carpets planted, 
The body sways round in a thousand curves, 
And feet are mere appendices, just wanted 
To keep the whole together while it swerves, 
And startles the spectators' weaker nerves ! 
And then their heads ! like giant tocsins tolling, 
In solemn chimes \ one moment they were slow 
And in the next were fairly off, and rolling, 
Where'er the pliant body chose to go ! 
Twas i Allah ! ' — flash ! the turban here had whirled, 
* Inshallah ! ' — in one moment back it swung 
And the whole frame writhed, quivered, and twirled, 
As though the dancer on mere wires was hung ! 
There were huge coffee-pots with hot ingredient, 
And now and then a pilgrim took a sip, 
But mark ye ! this was quite a last expedient 
Not to be tried till foam was on the lip ! 
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Then given in such homoeopathic potions, 
The wonder's how the dancer holds his cup, 
But after drinking six or seven up, 
Revived by the new exercise of swallowing 
And overcome by fanatic devotions, 
He in his zeal just turns him back to ' Allah '-ing ! 
And thus we left them — (as the pale moon faltered 
Down the blue heav'ns) and gain'd the silent city. 
By this you'll see no customs have been altered 

Since you were here— L says, ' And more's the 

pity!' 
For me, I love to trace old customs clinging 
To these wild Ishmaels, as they fiercely clung 
To their outlaw'd ancestor — Time seems winging 
His flight more gently thus — I may be wrong. 

The morrow found me once more mounting gaily 

Sir Lemon Peel — a feat ' gone in ' for daily, 

In Cairo, where asini are the fashion ; 

I used to gaze upon them with compassion, 

But since a closer fellowship I find 

Them to their fate too happily resign'd, 

And such a fate ! they're coolly turn'd to uses 

Unheard of (I might rather say abuses). 
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They bring. one's bread (our baker's is a sinner, 
Each morn he breaks my slumbers with a bray 
Portentous of what follows here all day) ; 
They also bring one's linen, and one's dinner ! 
Too proud if they can drag one half round Cairo, 
Then off to antique monuments of Pharaoh ! 

Soon after starting to our satisfaction, 

Sir Lemon down upon his fore-knees went, 

And I, all unprepar'd for such an action, 

Clean o'er his head to ' lick the dust ' was sent ! 

But as a Nubian chane'd to come between us, 

Instead, I fell into her dusky arms, 

The owner forthwith rais'd some fierce alarms 

(You never saw the equal of that genus !) 

Then straightway rush'd those horrid donkey-boys 

(The wretches always lag a mile behind), 

And in a perfect whirl of dust, and noise, 

They first belabour'd all the donkey-kind ; 

Then stroked the Nubian's hem, and then her 

shoulder, 
And laugh'd at me— then finally grew bolder, 
And stroked mine too, and shouted, 'Nevar 

mind ! ' 
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Still on we went, for such minute vexations, 

Here, where each day and hour so full are of them,. 

Are never counted worth a man's impatience. 

Hence the Egyptian and his brother Moslem 

Stand calmly looking on such petty trials, 

And pray, and murmur i Kismet ' (that is, fate), 

Or wisely hoard up all their wrathful vials, 

Just for the moment when they're loos'd too late, 

And waste their precious, fleeting, moments sending, 

' Illah Bismillahs i ' while the ill's worth mending ! 

We trotted on, a gorgeous population 

Now met the eye in robes of dazzling sheen, 

Greeks, Nubians, Turks, all swelling the ovation, 

The last in ev'ry shade and fold of green, 

From the pale shimmer where the water's shallow 

To the bright texture which distracts the eyes, 

And only glancing at their noxious dyes 

Made English heart and brain both turn quite sallow ! 

And then the women — fates ! how they are guarded 
In yards of cloth swath'd to the very brow! 
They don long trunks (at home they are discarded), 
But used abroad, — they know why, where, and how / 
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Their dark eyes flash above this long proboscis, 
Brightly displaying what the gazer's loss is ! 

Thus on we sped, and won our destination, 
Before 'twas time the Prophet should arrive ; 
Pushing through such a dreadful congregation, 
The only wonder's how we reached alive. 
We met some players in the coming scene, 
Pallid with fasts, but always dressed in green. 

That is, the little bit of clothing on them 
Was of the hue the Prophet loves to see ; 
And (we sincerely hope we do not wrong them) 
Is worn to flaunt their vaunted pedigree. 
It matters little what the cloth, or length, is, 
It's in the colour that the greatest strength is ! 

Ten struck, and then we heard a fearful shouting, 

And a wild set of maniacs leaped along, 

As though returning from some heath'nish bouting, 

Elate, but not with rage, nor wine, nor song, 

But reeling like bad spirits in their zeal, 

They swallow'd swords, or bent their bodies o'er them, 
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And by a miracle, the sharp edg*d steel, 

Was harmless, for the Prophet's shield was o'er them ! 

Then swift a score of men upon the ground 

Flung down themselves, and here began the racking, 

While divers sheiks went ceaselessly around, 

To help the Moslems' progress in the packing, 

As head to feet they lay in swarthy lines, 

Packed firm and close like . . . well en-tinn'd sardines ! 

Then with their bare backs to the ground — their faces 
Turn'd wistfully up to the molten sky, 
All neatly jammed into their proper places, 
Their brethren hover round them where they lie, 
The bliss of Mahomet's fair Eden painting, 
And keep a look-out that they are not fainting ! 

For what with heat, sun, zeal, and stinted rations, 
They're still in risk of losing half the treat ! 
And forfeiting, for selves, and near relations, 
The boon of being trodden under feet I 
Not by the Prophet, and his courser, merely, 
But all his suite — which means half Cairo nearly ! 
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Well, on he came — himself worn out with praying, 
On a white charger of unusual weight, 
And (though perhaps it's hardly worth the saying) 
We thought the steed most worthy of his freight, 
Supported- by two footmen on each side, 
Looking as if he did not like the ride. 

Nor did his charger, as his sturdy legs 

Began to pace the moving masses seething, 

He went quite cautiously as though on eggs, 

Lest he should wound the devotees beneath him ! 

(A curious fact I'd very nigh forgotten, 

They say his hoofs are always stuft'd with cotton 

On such occasions !) then he's almost lifted, 
Himself, by stalwart grooms to lessen weight ; 
And really if each trick were throughly sifted, 
We'd find it less astonishing a feat. 
The worst had yet to come, for when the Prophet 
Was o'er, his followers made a wild rush of it ! 

And then 'mid many piteous exclamations, 
The sardines broke their order, and burst through 
The crowd, who, (mindless of gesticulations} 
Trampled upon them as such crowds will do, 
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Heedless of bruises, and more serious ravage, 
In ev'ry nation, be it train'd or savage. 
Some got so wounded that the Sheiks between 
They speedily were jostled off the scene. 
The Prophet's steed trod lightly as on roses, 
But could not help disfiguring some noses, 
While the delighted owners clapp'd their sides 
For joy, because he'd left a proof most certain, 
That they had felt the honour of his strides. 
And here on Act the Second falls the curtain ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



8i 



THE REVENGE OF MICHAEL 
ANGEL O. 



The following is fact, and was related to the writer in Rome. 
The visitor to the Sistine Chapel may there see the Cardinal, 
as represented by the painter. 



Quoth the Pope to the Cardinal : * Fain would I see 
Yonder wall frescoed over as well it should be ; 
The glare from the same really weakens one's sight, 
And to pray without image or saint is not right ; 
So send for a painter who's fond of his art, 
And displays in his work what he feels in his heart/ 

The Cardinal smiled, and he promised obedience 
in so weighty a matter to flaunt his allegiance. 
He scoured the city, and went rather far, 
Ere he found what he sought, * an exceptional star ' ! 

G 
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Then went to the studio, to see if he'd cope 

With the wants and the wishes just form'd by the 

Pope. 
He found lots of art, an irascible man, 
And dragged him forthwith off to the Vatican ! 

The Pope when he'd seen him just told him his 

wishes — 
' Some saints with their symbols, some birds and some 

fishes,* 
And plenty of halo encircling the saints, 
With the neatest of brushes and brightest of paints ! ' 
(£uoth the painter : ' Your Holiness must be content 
To take what I paint, or I'll never consent. 
The fishes won't do — and the saints would be lost 
On so spacious a wall, at so fearful a cost. 
But leave it to me and I'll fresco the whole 
Fit to raise all the zeal of your Holiness' soul ! ' 

The point was conceded, the artist began. 
In truth, though he was an irascible man, 

* These were often introduced into their paintings by the 
old masters. 
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He covered the length of the wall with a will 
And into it got all three spheres with his skill ! 

Months sped, and the Cardinal came off in quest 
Of the painter, to see how his fresco progress'd, 
And, to his vexation, and boundless surprise, 
He found him still painting away in the skies. 
The truth was the artist had finished below, 
With purgatory fires and visions of woe, 
He'd frescoed the earth and inhabitants too, 
Then bethought him to add to the firmament's blue, 
So, leaving these spheres and their numberless legions, 
He'd just taken refuge in the upper regions ! 

The Cardinal came, and, with gestures amazed, 
The Cardinal blush'd, and the Cardinal gazed. 
Quoth he : ' Very fine and great genius it shows, 
But . . . my dear Michael-Ange . . . you've for- 
gotten their clothes ! ' 

Michael-Ange sent reply from his gigantic stairs : 
c To painters their brushes, to Padri their prayers ! ' 
Which in language more plain would appear much 

less fine : 
* If you'll just mind your own business, friend, I'll 

mind mine \ ' 

G2 
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The Cardinal, finding his protests were vain, 
Went straight to the Pope of the facts to complain. 
His Holiness listened, then said ' he would go, 
And see what had moved his dear Cardinal so ! ' 
On the morrow together in splendour they went 
To rate Michael- Ange, and they found him intent 
On the flames of the nether world spending his 

paint, 
For he'd finished completely the sphere of the saint 
With that world then the Cardinal's critiques began, 
Next descended to earth all its foibles to scan. 
The Pope said ' the painter had stinted the cloth, 
At least in his humble opinion, in both ! ' 
The artist turned stubborn, and said ' it was stuff, 
And that if they had not many wraps, they'd enough ! * 
So our critic's keen sight on the nether world fell, 
And horrors ! ... he found he'd been painted in 

hell! 
With a touch here and there, and the ears of an ass, 
The painter had copied him just as he was, 
And lest he should suffer unduly from cold, 
A Python had circled him round in its fold. 
The Pope recognised with an ill-suppressed smile 
The revenge that the painter had taken the while ! 
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Half-stunned by the sight, and half-choked with his 

grief, 
The Cardinal begged of his patron relief. 
1 Hadst thou been but in purgatory placed,' quoth the 

Pope, 
1 We should not have ceased both to give and to hope, 
For, with prayers, and with fasts, and with scudi of 

gold, 
Methinks it would soon have relinquished its hold ; 
But since thou art put in the nethermost place, 
Well, I cannot help thinking, that alters the case, 
And, though willing enough both to pray and to preach, 
I fear my dear Cardinal's out of my reach ! 
However, the ill's not past mending, you know, 
Since it is but your likeness transmitted below ; 
If in truth to escape such a fate is your hope, 
Just beware how you live, my dear friend ! ' said the 

Pope. 

The Cardinal, mourning his folly too late, 

Began (as who won't?) by abusing his fate ; 

But, despite all his pray'rs, and his long protestations, 

He's handed the same down to all generations ! 
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